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It is termed the “ Queen of the year hill, and 
wood, and vale contribute to her attire, her hair 
is “ pranked with daisies,” “ the Pansy frecked 
with black,” is pressed into her bosom, where 
“ Heart’s-ease” ever is, and her lap is filled with 
the ‘‘ yellow Cowslip and the pale Primrose her 
robe is of emeralds sprinkled with the gold and 
silver spangles of the butter-cup and daisy. 

“ Born in yon blaze of orient sky, 

Sweet Pi^Iay ! thy radiant form unfold. 

Unclose thy blue voluptuous eye. 

And wave thy shadowy locks of gold. 

** For thee, the fragrant zephyrs blow. 

For thee, descends the sunny shower, 

The rills in softer murmurs flow. 

And brighter blossoms gem the bower. 

"Light graces deck’d in floweiy wreaths. 

And tiptoe joys their hands combine j 
And love his sweet contagion breathes, 

And laugliing, dances round thy shrine.” 

" Warm with new life, the glittering throng. 

On quivering fin, and rustling wing. 

Delighted join their votive song. 

And hail thee, " Goddess of the Spring.” 

Darwin. 

May was anciently represented as a beautiful 
youth clothed in robes of white and green, em- 
broidered with daffodils and hawthorn blossoms, 
his head covered with white and damask roses, 
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holding a lute in one hand and on the other a 
nightingale. Spenser sings, 

“ Then came fair May, the fairest maid on gromid. 
Deck’d all with dainties of her season’s pride. 

And throwing flowers out of her lap around j 
Upon her brethren’s shoulders she did ride. 

The twins of Leda j which on either side 
Supported her, like to their sovereign Queen, 

Lord! how all creatures laughed when her they spied, 
And leap’d and danc’d as they had ravish’d been, 
i\nd cupid’s self about her fluttered all in green.” 

There is an allusion in the above stanzas to 
Castor and Pollux, or Gemini, into which the sun 
enters on the twentieth of May. 

The foot of May falls on the delicate blossoms 
of the early grasses. A thousand voices from 
hedge, and thicket, and tree, sing her welcome, 
each varied in its note, but all uniting in one sweet 
song, the song of happiness and love, for the blest 
mother of the year is come, the universal breast 
of nature is open to her children. 

The poet Clare speaks thus of the arrival of 
May : 


" When apple trees in blossom are. 

And cherries of a silken white. 

And king-cups deck the meadows fair. 
And daffodils in brooks delight. 

When golden wallflowers bloom around. 
And purple violets strew the ground. 
And lilac ’gins to show her bloom. 

We then may say that May is come. 
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